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horn. What plans had they ? None. Would they like to tread
the snow and walk the ice ? A " bonza " notion ! So forthwith
I undertook to lead fifty-seven of them over the Petersgrat.
I searched the village for ropes, and procured also a few additional
ice-axes, while the lads themselves borrowed stout mountain
boots to replace their shoes.

The wiseacres in Kandersteg were full of evil forebodings.
Such a mountaineering party and so many yards of rope had
never before been seen. And where were the Swiss guides ?

By starlight we mounted the Gasterntal, reaching the head
of the pass in a muck sweat, just as the sun tipped the mountains
and its beams streamed into the valley. By ten in the morning
we were standing on the glacier. There were hundreds of
questions to answer, photographs to be taken, notes to be made
in individual log-books.

An hour later we roped up, seven more or less on each of
eight ropes; and I led the snake-like party across the crevassed
Petersgrat, mounting always to over 10,000 feet, when suddenly,
almost Lilliputian, the Mutthorn Hut lay at our feet in its
setting of immense blue-green ice.

After a mammoth luncheon, we snowballed furiously among
the rocky crevasses and snow-drifts. What joy, what excitement
supreme, to snowball fight with youths of eighteen to twenty-
three who had never before held snow in their hands! And in
the afternoon some twenty of us scaled to the top of the Mutthorn
itself.

The hut is planned by the Swiss Alpine Club to hold forty-two
persons. On its two shelves after supper, and by eight in the
evening, we were all tucked into blankets, and slept the sleep
of the good, the just, and the utterly exhausted.

A gale, laden with snow, was blowing and it had not abated
by dawn when we rose. The morning was as infernally frigid
as hell is reputed to be hot. As we left the sheltered avenue in
which the hut is situated the full fury of a gale, charged with
fine particles of ice, swept from the crest of the Grat, met us in
the face, smiting the exposed limbs like a whip-lash.

With bowed head I led the long party, cautiously zigzagging
over the crevassed ice-field, and trudging heavily through the
new snow.

But as we rose to the summit of the Petersgrat the clouds
suddenly parted, and swept back on each side, like the^ curtains
of a stage, revealing in the centre the pinnacle of the Bietschorn